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*Vow of hie own Lacy, a deep involuntary 
^h escaped bim when lie thought of what he 
had been, and then was, and mourned over 
his ruined constitution and altered feelings, 
such a sigh, and at such a time, needed no 
intei'preter, and the whole party echoed it 
silently in t^eir bosoms ; a gloom stole imper- 
ceptibly over the little circle, and the silence 
rem»ned for some time unbroken, excepting 
by the distressing cough and involuntary sigh 
of the young sufferer ; it appeared that a 
slight sabre wound which had reached the 
luug, had induced symptoms of a decline which 
wis wearing him down— tiiis disclosure viras 
made as gently as was possible, and he ended 
by assuring, them that his physicians had given 
him the greatest hopes of a perfect recovery, 
under the influence of country air, together 
with gentle and enlivening exercise, " and I 
liave no doubt," he^pdded, " but that my own 
happy valley, with the society of those I love, 
will do all that I can desire." Thus passed 
the first night of Frederic's return, in |tFection- 
ate solicitudes oa the one hand, and assurances 
of convalescence on the other, so that when al- 
ready fatigued by the exertion of travelling, and 
the excitement of meeting with his friends, he re- 
tired to hi^ apartmeut,#nd felt himself surround- 
ed by the thousand nameless comforts which 
affluence could not purchase nor power com- 
mand, his heart melted in a transport of grati- 
tude and affection, and tears that neither sorrow 
nor sufferings could extract, trembled in his eye- 
lids, and trickled down his hollow cheeks ; he 
had longfelt the chill hand of death press heavily 
on his heart, bnt when his eye caught Lucy's 
portrait smiling.«pon him with the same ineffa- 
ble 8weetneaBa*d artless witchery, that had first 
made him ths-'.lslave of woman's charms, and 
seeming as if itt begged of him to live for.her 
sake, he felt S>r the first time, how ,tenibie a 
thing it is to die ; comparatively happy, however, 
in the certtunty of lingering out the few hours 
that yet remained for him in ^e arms of 
affection, he lay down to dream of happiness'and 
Lucy. The next morning, awaking from a 
more refreshing slumber, the recollection of 
the rode scenes that he had left, mingling in 
contrast with the tranquillity and peace that 
reigned around, induced a corresponding calm- 
ness and tranquillity of mind, which took for a 
moment from the sorrowful sameness which 
had of late characterized his feelings ; having 
dressed, he cheerfully gazed firom his window 
on the little grove whose leaves fluttwed gladly 
in the morning beeeze. But the balmy ft-esh- 
Dess tliat it breathed upon his hectic brow, did 
not as it fbrmerly wont — inspire him with 
feelings o( unmixed contentment and delight ; 
though it whispered to his soul the solemn truth 
of man's mortality, as he called to mind the 
s«ying of the old poet : " The fall of man is 
as the leaves of the forest, which the autumn 
scatters, and the smiling spring renews." Pass 
but a few short years, and who would hear of 
Frederic? Even the lips of affection would 
murmur his name with scarce a Hgh, or thought- 
lessly repeat " alas poor Frederic" over -his 
grave. The skies would spread abroad their 
blue expanse in as cloudless beauty, and the 
woods would breathe forth as wild delight — 
after he had mouldered silently again to dust. 

When he joined his family at breakfast, a 
faint blush fluttered on his cheek, and altoge- 
ther he appeared so animated, and entered into 
conversation with so much vivacity and spirit, 
that the fond inmates of the cfaat^u hoped 



soon to see him perfectly restored, and imputed 
the extreme languor and debility of the pre- 
ceding evening, to the combined effects of travel- 
ling and want of rest. Week after week passed 
away, and found him gradually and almost im- 
perceptibly sinking beneath the silent ravages 
of disease — every thing that could be resorted 
to, either for the purpose of diverting the mind, 
or restoring bodily health, was put in practice 
by his affectionate tenders— in the cool twi- 
lighj; of evening, taking an arm of each, he 
would ramble with his mother and Lucy — 
amid the favourite haunts of his childhood, or 
seated in little arbours which his own hands 
had formed in its happy and thoughtless 
hours, would listen while Lucy read him some 
pretty tale from a favourite author ; one even- 
mg as they sat thus employed, Frederic, with a 
hand of each affectionately and firmly clasped 
in his, and his head supported on the affec- 
tionate Lucy's shoulder, appeared to be gazing 
intently on the various hues ~with which the 
golden rays of the setting sun had tinted the 
western skies, the calm landscape lay in smiling 



The picture is in every reject beautiful ftoA. 
interesting. 

While we are speakii^ of landscapes, we 
are forcibly reminded of another charmingv 
though very different production of this class ; 
we allude to the small picture (No. 28) by 
Wynants. What can be more simple than its 
composition? a broken bank by a road side, 
with a small pool of water, and a little distant 
ofiskip, are the whole materials of which it is 
composed ; yet such is its clearness of colour, 
its felicity of execution, and above all, its truth 
of effect, that we think we can never tire of 
admiring it, or too highly appreciate its beauty. 

No. 54. Landscape and cattle, Albert Cuyp. 
This is a magnificent specimen of that grMt 
master; full of simplicity and truth, admi- 
rable in effect, and painted with extraordinary 
care, without being dry or laboured. We have 
heard it indeed criticised for want of vigour in 
the pencil, as well as for monotraiy in the 
colouring, and we are aware that there are 
many works of the master to wMch these 
censures could less fairly be applied ; but for our 



beauty before them, and a winding stream ran parts, we are nevertheless inclined to think such 



gently murmuring at their feet, while the 
shadowing branches of an old elm-tree hung 
drooping over their heads, its large leaves 
scarcely ruffied by the calm zephyr that whispered 



remarks somewhat hypercritical, and in looking 
at so noble work of its kind, feel ourselves too 
much absorbed in the contemplation of its 
positive beauties, to be able to discover doubt- 



through them. The recital of Sterne's affect- fill imperfections. It is a faithful transcript of 



ing stoiy of Le Fevre alone broke upon the 
universal stillness that reigned around, when 
presently the voice of the reader faultered, and 
a loud and agonized shriek startled the distant 
echoes of the grove, as Lucy caught in her 
arms the lifeless body of Frederic Ashmore. 

W. S. L. 

May, 1830. 
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FINE AaT& 

ROVAL IRISH ofsTITUTION. 

We resume our notice of the exhibition of 
the works of the old masters, now open. There 
are no less than three landscapes by Gaspar 
Poussin, differing fiom each other very much 
in their general characteristics, but all of them 
impressed with the stamp of a great and poeti- 
cal mind. No. 62, Landscape and figures ; this 
is the picture that was formerly in the collec- 
tion of the Eari of Famham, from which it 
passed to the cabinet of Major Sirr ; it is we 
think in the. artist's firi^t manner, the compo- 
sition grand and solemn, though perhaps a little 
pedantic ; the colouring quiet and harmonious ; 
the execution careful but somewhat dry. No. 
10, A Land storm; ispamted with more free- 
dom and v^our. In subjects of this kind the 
pencil of Gaspar was never surpassed, and 
this picture is not unworthy of his powers. 
Yet we should probably' prefer to either of 
these pictures the landscape and figures. No. 
71, belonging to Dr. Cheyne. The siibject 
is exceedmgly romantic—the grounds admirably 
broken and diversified — the light and shade 
broad and judiciously distributed, and the colour 
again ' quiet and harmonious," deep but not 
heaw. The figures are equal in their way to 
the landscape, and are probably the work of 
Bamhoccio. 'rhesubjectiB,the murderof a-pea 
sant by banditti, who after plundering the dead 
body, are carrying away his wife. Nothing 
can be more admirably dramatic than the figure 
of the unfortunate woman, who regardless of 
her own fate looks back with the most poignant 



nature, free from all sorts of affectations, and 
will be admired in proportion as our own tast6 
is natural and unsophisticated. 




MUSIC 
We were amoi^t the privileged visiters at 
the annual private concert of the Philharmonic 
society on Wednesday evening, and it presented 
a large assemblage of beauty and feshion, in- 
duding most of the distingui^ed patrons of 
muse in this city. The orchestra, which wss 
numenras aad effective, was led by Mr. J. 
Barton with his usnal ability, aided by 
many eminent professors, as well as the ama- 
teur performers. The concert commenced 
with a symphony in G minor, by Mozart, of 
which we heard but the conclusion, not having 
arrived sufficiently early } it was followed W 
a vocal quartette, " Where the Bee sucks^* ffte 
composition of a member of the 
which reflects infinite credit ^OB his f 
judgment : it lost none of its beau^J 
hands of Messrs. Hermenn, John 
Popp, and Murphy, by whom it was i _ 
fully executed ; the concluding movement eld^ 
bited a playfulness of style, in which the 
Scherzando was rendered conspicuous and 
extremely pleasing. A dotd)le instrumental 
quartette of Spobx's followed, which thou^ 
presenting many scientific exceUencies, we did 
not think so well adapted to the ' general ear.' 
Sir John Stevenson's inspiring glee, " Give 
me the Harp," was next given wit£ full chorus 
and orchestral accompaniments, and produced 
an effect which we seldom see displayed in this 
city. Weber's overture to Oberon, was cho- 
sen to conclude the first part of the concert, 
which though not ranking quite so fevoundily 
in our judgment as that by the same composer 
in the Freischiitz, is still a sublime composi- 
tion ; and as a novelty, as well as from the cre- 
ditable style in which it was performed, proved 
highly attractive. The second part commenced 
with Rossini's overture to Guittaunie Tdt, 
which, though we have heard it pMrfOtmed very 



anguish on the mangled corpse of her husband, ffrequently of late, yet im thi» occaskm «f- 



366 



DUBLIN LITERARY GAZETTE. 



pMlred to have acquired new beanties horn the 
supcarior effisct imparted to its execution: to 
this €he fine performance of Messrs. Pigott 
and Hermann on the violencello, in the open- 
ing movement, (which is obligate for these in- 
struments,) greatly contributed. A beoatiful 
septette of Beethoven's followed, in whicli har- 
mony was blended with msAiterly eifect, and it 
was listened to with real pleasure, if we might 
jndg-e by the profound silence which prevtuled 
during its performance and the aoclamations of 
applause which followed its close. 

Beethoven*s grand chorus from ** the Mount 
of Olives** cbncludcd the entertainment, in 
wMch a rtTalry iu excellence appeared to per- 
ir&de the vocal and instrumental performers. 
On the whole, we never recollect to have 
experienced a more delightful music^ treat in 
Dublin, and we coogratulate the Society on 
having acquiied a character in the musical 
world, which must ensure its ultimate prospe- 
rity — the members . were politely attentive to 
the visiteft during the ni^t, and in the inter- 
vals of the performance, and after its close, 
ices and other refreshments were handed round, 
which appeared to be not the least relished 
jiart of the evening's entertainment. 



THE DKAMA. 

Ni* and Mrs. Yates still continue to perform 
at onr Theatre, but the inducement which so 
recently attracted crowded audiences, appears 
to luive departed with <* her elephantine high- 
ness;" during the past week, the house has 
been miserably attended, the perverted taste 
^faich produces such a result, provoked us very 
much on Saturday evening, when so excellent a 
specimen of the legitimate drama as Mi-s. 
Centhvre's Comedy of " TAc Wo/w/er" perform- 
ed before an audience, which could not have 
paid the eirpenses of the house. Mrs. 
Yates played Violante, and her perform- 
ance was distinguiBhed by all the liveliness 
and grace which have rendered her so general 
a. favorite, and which on this occasion, as usual, 
oaUed forth unanimous applause. Mr. Cal- 
crafi was Uve Don FeMsC of the night, and 
personated the impetuous and jealous lover 
with much spirit : perhaps inde^ it is one of 
his most successful eif<»*ts. We regret we 
cannot accord to Mr. Yates's Colonel Briton, 
the same praise to which his other perfor- 
mances entitle him. We refrain from criti- 
<asing his personation of the clutracter more 
minutely, believing that he adopted it more 
firom necessity than choice, and the want of a 
more efficient representative in the company. 

Miss Fanny Kemble and her father are ex- 
pected to appear here on the 3rd of .July ; 
we learn that they are to be pi;eceded by 
Madame Vestris and Mr. Power ; in the mean 
time MadmoiselJe D'Jeck returns for two 
n%ht« ooly^ 

Mn Lee has oonclvded his arran^rement* 
with' the committee of Drury-lane Theatre, 
BBd is now the lessee. 
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TO A l^DV, 

WaO UnOMBSD THE AUTBdK WtTR CAKmYHCO TWO 
WATCBBS, AB A PIBCB OF FOPfKftT. 

L'on »T4i}e« I'ftutre retarde ; — 
Qnandprcs de vous je dois renlr 
A te premier Je rfeg^nrde, 
A I* aiUre qaand je dowaortir. 

We.gofc tliiii latter flonewheresbrowli but tt istoo 
good to be thrown away beeaose notstnclly originaL- 



MY FAVOUBIfE FLOWERS. 

first tiien of all tliat little one. 

The blue "Forget-me-not j" 

Few are the hearts for wluch it keeps 

JIo history uaforgot, 

Of feelings thiit its name may tell. 

Of Boine young-, fond, tear-chokedfarewelL 

Next therirh wall-flower — ohi I love 

Eren its lightest breath. 

For 'twas the favourite of a heart 

Now calm enoiiffh in death ; 

That dear, that hroken heart! perhaps 

'Twwi that this flower through life's cold tapBe, 

Had kept for him remembraQces 
Of kinaneas dead and o'er; 
1 know not— but even yet I see 
The sad sweet smile he wore, 
1 he lagt, last time he ever beut 
Down to my hand to catch its scent. 

Next (and J scarce know why,) the stars 
Of the pale jeSsamiae wreath 
Except for the deliciousneas 
lis deMh-like blossoms broatbe : 
Sammer has many a snowier white, 
And many a blD:j8um piore gaily br^ht 

But the gravely pracefnl jessamine 

Grows loveliest in mine eye, 

As thje sweetness of its hidden soul 

Cornea o'er me paasing by ; 

•Tis like the music mind can throw 

Round lips tbat want young beauty'f> g-Iow. 

But who rould number o'er the whole 

Fair multitude they love ? 

I love not alienor all alike 

My musing eye ra.n move. 

With admiration's sudden beam. 

Or weleome fond, or niemory*s dream. 

They are as the hnman face to me j 

A sentimeut beyond 

The perfe<:t form, the brlHiant tint. 

Must touch them with its wand; 

And breathe thrungb leaf and flower the while. 

As heart aud soul tnrougli human binile. 

Both have their beautifal, their pure 
As snow from time's dark touch, 
liieir lofty, shrinking, delicate. 
Their few— (oh! precious such}— 
That we ne'er knew tiU winter came. 
And found their faithful smile the same. 

Both their voang laugh«rs, that shake eif 

Gayly the dew or tear. 

Or sweetly false through long decay. 

Bright to the last appear. 

When let a breeze luucb life's light spray. 

It strews the loosened leaves in clay j 

Their confiding, meek, and fond, whose life 

Ii? in that to which they cling; 

Their famiUar ones endeared, that round 

Onr homes since childhood ppring. 

Oh! heartless matched with these the power 

Of stranger face, of foreign flower. 

But, of the yet un-named, I love 

Dearly all drooping head:*, 

That as in grief or weariness 

Bead toward their leafy beds; 

From the valley's little lily white. 

To the snow.drop, and red fucliia light. 

And some f^w more I do but love 

For moments of the past ; 

That they keep folded in their buds' 

Defying Time's keen blast. 

To drive them thehce : dead looks, f.ir tones 

Uaont 86 I gaxe these sacred ones. 



Of all the flowera our gardens boast. 

The lily's fate I envy most : 

When gentle breeies sweetly blow, 

And suaimer suns with fervour glow. 

Behold tlie graceiul plant arise 

With beanty deck'd to charm the eyes I 

But long ere winter chill and cold. 

Shall o'er the plain his empire hold 

The prudent my sinks to rest. 

And hides In earth her snowy breast. 

Would Heaven but grant an ardent prnyer. 
Thy fate were mine, thou flow'ret fair ; 
Oh I may 1 live whilst youth has power 
To fill with joy each sraiUng l(our ; 
To riper years at length attain. 
Nor may timae years be reach'd in vidn ; 
But when old iwe Lslowly feel 
O'eh-mlnd and Cody chilling t^teal. 
And tarte t w Ufo A6 longer charms. 
Them eartfa recelre me to ttuue arms. 

Htta.S. 



SONNET. 

A fiRBTCB F&OH MATUKB TAKBlf Olf THE LIHBBICK BOA.D. 

Ungainly traveller! with thine oat-tumed toes 
ftickiiig thy Rosinante thro' the mud ; 

Fttcing the country wind with frosty nose. 

And blear eyes t^caldiuK in tUeir rheumy flood— 
Thy leathern cheek hath lost all sign of blood, 

IW wig is blown awry, and tby old eloatha 
Do hang about thee as a thing of wood 

Set up by the way side to scare the crows. 

Certes, thou art a strange original ; 

Thus jogtring on through rain and mire and all. 

As tranquil as if trotting in the sun — 
And that old beast, so ragged, gaunt and tall. 

That thus thy spindle-shanks are stuck upon. 



Sure both are oi si piece — ye are but one f 



A. de V. 



THE ANGELS VISIT. 

" Sister spirit, tell me where 
Thy flight has been to-day ; 
I've sought thee through the fields of air. 

And mourned thy lengtJien'd stay j 

Not mourned, for sorrui^illwellB not here. 
Vet, why thus linger, si&'ter dear V 

** Loved one, when fir^t oVr Eden's bow*rs. 
Day rose, I anxiirus hied, 
Bru^Iuug the dew from amaranth flow'rs. 

Which spring life't. fount beside: 
And vviug'd with love I downward fiew, 
TiU near native eai'th I drew. 

** Once more the sunny spot I sought, 
Wheie childhood's day hoA sped ; 
And ob ! what joy ea^b 6l>jeot brought. 

As inemorv round me shed. 
The light of liomsbelov'd ev'n now. 
Whose thought yet lights with smiJes this brow. 

•• I hastened to the garden bow'r. 

Which once I loved so well. 
Where oft t hailed the eveniughour. 

Oft ln'ard creation swell 
Its matin hymn with boundless voice. 
When earth, and air, and sea rejoice. 

** My robin on his favourite tree, 
toured forth his wurbled tale» 
The woi>d.bine waved hixuriaytly, 

III fragrance to the gale. 
And countless flowers were smtRWg throngh. 
Their glistening tears of monrfn^ (lew, 

■• I hied me to the lattice, where 
Oft with my sister dear 

I sate, to breathe tlMi fresh^Ding air- 
That sister stilt was hero : 

But oh I how changed— her cheek seemed anotr. 
And yet 'twas flush'd witli hectic glow. 

" Tliat form Which once to me appeared 
Health's favonr'd dwelling place— 

Her mirthful brow— all, nil were scar'd 
With sorrow's withering trace : 

And her wan eye, whence joy late beamed. 
All — raylcfi and expiring seemed. 

*• Oh, yes ; 'tis true we here shall meet. 

Scion never more to part ; 
Soon shall heaven's chorus joy to greet 

That lov'd one . lier young heart 
Already throbs to taste tht.> joy 
Whieh ever grows, yet cannot cloy. 

•' And as unwen I hovered there. 

Over that lovely on», 
I heard her softly wbiaper'd prnyY, 

That time should swift trlnk' on. 
Until her weary rye^t shouftl sleep 
In their last slumber calm aud deep. 

** And as she Tiewed the' clear blue sky. 

And sadly smiled, arouikd, 
Methougbt she felt that I was nigh, 

For oft I heard the sound 
Of my own name half sighed, and th«n 
She fix'd her gaze on heav'n again. 

'* Wonder not, then, eompaoion dear. 

That I conld linger so. 
And leave tbus long the pleasures here 

For yonder world of woe j— . 
Oh, joy J— my b«Et-beIoved to 8«e 
An heir of immortality t 

" Come,— seek we now those spirits who 

Her parents were, and mine; 
They'll glow with holiest rnpture too- 

Tlieir eyes shall gltiam like thine,— 
To hear their lov'd one haptens thus 
To share those realms of life with ua. 

•• We'll wreathe a crown of living flow*ra. 

And tune our lyres of gold. 
To hail her hither :— sp<>ed yo hoars. 

Till Edeu'3 gates unfold. 
To let the ransom *d seraph in, 
Joys never-ending to begin T* 



T. C. D. 
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